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animals; while Havelock sat by the warmth of his very
delightful fire-place, smoking his pipe and probably
mulling over the psychological eSect of all this on the
feminine mind. Anyway, I had a delightful time and,
upon his refusal to help her, I held the head of a baby
calf while she slipped a dose of oil down its throat,
oblivious to the fact that I was ruining a beautiful
mew pair of white flannel trousers.

Halfway between Concarneau and Pont Aven (that
place of predigested food for artists and ready-made
motifs) at the summit of a rise in the road, is the Rocking
Stone. It Is twenty feet in diameter, almost spherical in
shape, and so poised by the glacial period upon another
buried stone, that, if pressed at a certain angle, It rocks.
The legend is that the stone gained this quality at the
lands of the comtesse of the chateau, whose husband
went to the Crusades and left her, a bride, to his dearest
friend to take care of. This he proceeded to do by try-
ing to make her his mistress; he was rebuffed and be-
came her enemy. Upon her husband's return from the
wars, this so-called friend rushed ahead to meet him and
told him his wife had betrayed him. The count drew Ms
sword, walked ahead to meet her, and accused her of the
infidelity. She placed her hand on the stone and said:

*l God is my witness that it is a He and, If I am chaste,
will move this stone."

Thereupon, she touched it ever so lightly, and itrocked!

It was a habit of the peasants and fishermen to take
their sweethearts to this place to see if they could move
the bowlder. On such superstitions does the virtue of a
woman hang.t the births and deaths of theto the eyes of the average audience.ting these
